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The Tale of Three Troys 


Author's Notes: 
Another little Desert Session fic. 


Three men sat against the far wall of the kitchen, slouched back against a low wooden bench. Each grasped a 
half empty, cold bottle of beer in one hand. Two held cigarettes in the other. Pale, scruffy, and tattooed, they 
watched their host move around the kitchen before them with nothing short of great skill 


"How's it going, chef?" Joey lifted his chin, stretching his legs out from the bench below him. DC raised an 


eyebrow, glancing away from his diced jalapeños 


"| could use another pair of hands, actually," he replied, snorting and pushing his glasses up over the bridge of 
his nose, keeping his pepper-stained fingers far from his eyes. "Your expertise, perhaps?" 


Joey snorted, lifting the beer and taking another swig. Mikey jabbed him in the ribs with one elbow, grinning. 


"Yeah, Joey. Get up there and show us how to make real Queso. | bet you've got some sort of.secret Castillo 


family recipe, right?" 


Troy laughed, turning away from the counter beside DC and brandishing a knife of caution at the three 


spectators. 


"Joey's never cooked a Mexican dish in his life, have you?" he asked, dark eyebrows raised high. Joey winked at 
him, quite enjoying the sight of Troy in a faded red, flowery apron, a bowl of batter under one arm. 


"Nope. Not once. | grew up in LA, it was less work to just walk somewhere and pick up something to go. Right?" 
Mikey shrugged, draining the rest of his beer. 
"Wouldn't know. My mom never let me eat out much, as a kid. She was really in to the whole kosher thing.’ 


Jeordie laughed from his seat beside Mikey, setting his beer between his bare feet and leaning back against 
the wall, hands behind his head. 


"There's something like that in Florida.but with more of a Cuban spin, you know? No point in fucking up food in 


your own kitchen.might as well go out and have a good meal." 


"| can cook a good meal." Aaron cut in, piping up from his seat by the cupboard. He'd assigned himself the job 
of official ingredient handler, tossing canisters and cotton bags to DC as needed. Jeordie's earlier observation of 


Aaron looking somewhat like a human vending machine stocked with spices and beans had earned him a clove of 


garlic to the side of the head. 
"Mmm. Sure you can, baby," Jeordie replied, hiding his grin beneath his hand as he lit another cigarette. 


The conversation faded after a few laughs were shared, watching their breakfast near completion. Troy, oddly 
domestic once removed from his suit, moved around the kitchen with ease, catching ingredients hurled by 
Aaron that somehow missed DC. Dean joined them, fresh from the outdoor shower, and immediately took to 


frying thick rashers of bacon. 
"Did anyone manage to have an event-free night, last night?" Joey asked, breaking the silence and cracking open 
the latest beer Troy had passed in his direction. Another silence settled over the three seated men, as well as 


the three milling around the kitchen. DC laughed. 


"Alright. Someone is going to have to spill the details on this. I've not heard a silence so heavy since Porkchop 


chewed a hole through Mark's duffel bag and ran off with a bottle of methadone." 


The kitchen erupted into laughter, followed by a quick look around to make sure Mark hadn't crept into the 


vicinity in his usual way. Jeordie cleared his throat, taking the first step and adding his part to the usual 


morning gossip. 
"Well. My night..that is to say, once | was shoved out of the studio, was.interesting. To say the least." 


Troy raised an eyebrow, licking a drop of sweet batter from the back of his hand and glancing sideways at 


Aaron, who was busy swinging his legs from the stool on which he was perched, oblivious. 
"Do tell." 
Oh, | will," Jeordie leaned forward, dark eyes sparkling as he fooled his ling fingers around the neck of his beer. 


"| retired to my bedroom, dragging the food-slinger over there with me, before he could manage to drown 
himself in a tequila bottle. Things were.progressing as they usually do behind closed doors, when all of a 


sudden the door was closed no more. we had a very sudden, very uninvited guest." 


DC snorted, wiping his hands on a brightly colored dishcloth. Troy and Dean, as well as Mikey and Joey, all wore 


an expression of slightly unsurprised amusement. Aaron, still perched in the corner, had taken up juggling bell 
peppers. 

"So. There Josh was, standing in my doorway, fucked upon god knows what, looking very confused,” Jeordie 
smirked, pausing for a drag of his cigarette and a swig of his beer. "He attempted to explain that he'd thought 


he'd seen Troy follow me in, and was trying to do the same." 


All eyes in the room turned to Troy, who simply rolled his own and began to spoon batter onto a steaming 


skillet. 

"You all know better than that," he snapped, shooting a glare as Joey swallowed a laugh. 

"So anyway,” Jeordie continued, wincing as a yellow pepper met its fate on the ground at Aaron's feet, "| made 
it very clear to him that there was no Troy in the room, and he could leave. So leave, he did. I've got no idea 


where he went next.." 


Mikey cleared his throat, his cheeks brushed with a twinge of pink, quickly washed away by another mouthful 


of cold beer. 


"| can help you with that," he muttered, glancing up at Dean for a moment's silent permission. Dean waved his 
hand, wiping his spatula on the counter and shutting off the element beneath the pan. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake, go on. | know you want to tell them, and I'm surprised you lasted this long.’ 


Mikey grinned, winking his thanks and leaning back against the wall, spreading his arms over the back of the 
wooden bench seat as the others gathered in close. 


"From what Jeordie's told us, it sounds like he headed straight for our room," he grinned, tilting his head as 
the tale began to unfold. "Luckily, we heard him banging down the hallway, and Deano had enough time to take 
off the fishnets and fake horse tale." 


The small gathering fell back with laughter, reaching a hysterical crescendo as Dean hurled half a potato at 
Mikey, trying to hide his own grin 


"In your wildest dreams, Shoes," he snorted, smirking just a little as he turned back to the counter. Mikey 
shrugged, tucking his grease-heavy hair back behind one ear, continuing with the story. 


"Anyway. There we are, busy with our own business, when Josh bangs the door down and stumbles into the 
room. Jeordie's right, he was out of his mind on something, because he started pointing at me and roaring that 


| had Troy tucked under the covers.." 


The laughter returned, loud enough to garner and angry shout from those still asleep through the Ranch. 
Mikey waved his hand, gesturing with the bottle for the group to hush, shaking his head and clearing his 


throat until calm was restored to his audience. 


"So | manage to convince him that | have no contraband Troys in my room, he leaves, and Dean spends the 


next hour complaining about everyone telling him he looks like Troy." 

"ld think he'd be more flattered." Troy muttered from in front of the skillet, earning another ripple of 
laughter and a clout on the shoulder from Dean. After a moment to let this latest development set in, all eyes 
turned slowly to Joey, who had been keeping his silence at the end o the bench. 

"Well?" DC asked, setting another pot of coffee on to boil. "How does this story end? There's only one other 
man on this property that bears a striking resemblance to our Mr van Leeuwen, and he happens to be the 
original. Don't tell me you two got out of this unscathed." 

Troy smiled a small, discreet smile, pursing his lips and shrugging delicately. 


"Oh, its not us that had to worry about being unscathed Quite the opposite. Isn't that right, Joey?" 


All at once, Jeordie and Aaron, Dean and Mikey, DC and even Troy turned their attention to Joey. He rolled his 
eyes beneath their scrutiny, sipping from his beer and tilting his head back 


"All right. So yeah.we had a visitor. But not during any embarrassing moments, unlike the rest of you sick 
freaks. | was on the other side of the bed, taking in a few pre-sleep crunches, when | heard the door open and 


Troy start to yell, with Josh howling something about not being tricked by decoys." 


The kitchen echoed with gasps and Dean covered his mouth with the dishtowel, eyes wide. 


"What the hell happened?!" he yelped. Troy rolled his eyes, tossing the empty batter bowl into the sink. 


‘| was mercilessly slaughtered and he wore my skin as a trophy. l'm standing right here, Dean, nothing horrible 
happened. Josh just.had a little too much to drink, caught me by the hair, and." 


"| was taught a valuable lesson," Troy's sentence was abruptly finished for him, and all heads turned to the 
doorway in search of the voice. Josh stood with one arm up against the door frame, the other hanging by his 
side. Around his left eye he wore a magnificent purple and blue bruise, matched by a versicle split across his 


bottom lip. The kitchen was left speechless. 
"Nice to see you're all up, bright and early," Josh muttered, pulling open the fridge and taking out a beer for 
himself, holding it against his eye with a soft hiss. Aaron dropped the remaining peppers in his hands, letting 


out a surprised chirp. 


"What the fuck happened to your face?" he exclaimed, looking up at Josh from his position guarding the pantry. 
Josh stared at him for a moment, shaking his head and turning back to the others. 


"| learned that bassists are assholes," he gestured to Jeordie and Mikey, a smirk tugging at the corner of his 


mouth. "And | learned that drummers can scale a bed and land a punch in record time." 
Joey snorted, hiding his face in something resembling embarrassment as Josh continued. 


"But most importantly, | learned that tequila, sugar, and hot-sauce absolutely do not mix. I'm holding you 
personally responsible for that one, Davey." he gestured to DC with the neck of his beer, eyebrows arched. 


"Sorry, man," DC shrugged, shutting off the oven and the skillet. "It didn't work quite like | remembered. Maybe 


it was acid, instead of sugar.." 

Snorting, Josh rolled his eyes and moved from the kitchen back into the living room, leaving them in near-fits 
of laughter. DC wiped at his eyes with the corner of a dish-towel, resting dishes in the sink and pulling out a 
stack of breakfast plates. He grinned. 


"You know..l'Il never understand why we don't do this more often." 
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